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Verse One: Hellraiser 


Author's Notes: 

| think this was the second thing | decided | HAD to write in this fandom. With my history with drag, | was 
doomed as soon as someone said the word \"Girl\". So.. well. *shrug, grin Yeah. For Jeanie specially, and 
everyone else who\'s sitting at home (or at someone else\'s home) not seeing Our Boys, despite their best 


efforts. Hope this distracts you. All verse header lyrics are from The Sweet: 


Classy Broad 
Verse One - Hellraiser 


She's lke a lve bomb shell 

Like a fash aut of hel 

And when she's shaking her ooh 

Everyone fel at her feet 

And thats neat and she took me completely 
By surprise with her ultra sonic eyes 


That were flashing Ike hysterical danger signs 


That said beware where you tread 


Or you'l go out of your head.. 


He could blame anything, really. The telly and the magazines with the photos of all these men, not much older 
than him really, done up in shirts and jeans that cling to their bodies. Or the boys he sees on the street, with 
their long hair and the kohl smudged around their eyes, turning them cat-like. Or just the fact that he likes 
the way it feels to wear silk. It doesn't matter what it was, in the end, that had gotten him to this point. But 
here he is, one way or another: standing in front of his mother's dresser, staring at the layers of crinkly 
white tissue paper that hide her nightgowns. There's one at the bottom that he knows she almost never 
wears; she's a small woman, but he's still almost weedy-slim, and it will fit him. He's sure of this. He's tried on 
her shirts, before, blouses that cinch in at the waist and puff out over his shoulders, giving him the look of 
biceps he doesn't yet have. He loves the fabrics, soft and colourful, but more than anything it's the shape, and 
the way they change the way he moves, almost without him noticing. 


Once the thought of the nightgowns had crossed his mind, though, there was no turning back. His mother had 
gone out, and he'd gone straight to her room, and now with the drawer open in front of him he feels as 


though he ought to be hesitating. Wasn't it meant to be harder than this? Wasn't there meant to be some 


sort of inner struggle, some kind of reluctance, some feeling that this was wrong? 


There isn't. All there is is the tingle of anticipation as he pulls back the tissue paper, and slides the tidy bundle 


of fabric out from under it. 


It's silk, one of the nicest things his mother owns. He unfolds it carefully, memorising how it was folded, and 


holds it up to his chest; it falls to just above his knees. It will fit. 


He spreads it carefully on the bed, admiring the pale peach of it against the dull blue-green of the bedcovers. 
Then he begins to strip off. Everything; there's no point in putting it on if he doesn't go all the way. His own 
clothes are tossed carelessly over the foot of the bed, and he considers the nightgown for a minute before 
slipping it over his head. 


The first fall of silk over his skin makes his breath catch. It catches again as he turns, and fabric shifts and 
clings and slips free again. The full-length mirror shows him just how it looks - pale peach is a good colour on 
him, as it is on his mother, and he is just slim enough after all. It thinks he should have curves, and he 
doesn't, but the wide straps only dip low enough in the front to show the top of his breastbone, and the skirt 
flows loose from just below the bodice. All in all it's not a handicap. 


It's meant to be wide enough for a woman's more ample hips. On him there is more room for the fabric to 
move, and move it does, re-draping itself every time he shifts. It's a delightful torture. Yet it isnt torture, 
exactly. He's alone, alone with the roomful of soft things and the slight floral scent of the sachet his mother 
loves. Alone with all this fabric around him, so much softer than the things meant for boys like him. Alone, 
utterly alone, and if he wants to touch himself, he can. 


At first it's enough to just smoothe his hands down over his sides, tug the folds of silk this way and that until 


it sits flush against his skin, nipping in just above his hips. He admires his reflection in the full-length mirror: 
pretty. The many angles of his young body are camouflaged, made into something alluring, and he smiles at his 


own face, looking out from underneath his eyelashes like girls do in magazines. Its good on him, he decides. 


But the posing, the extreme awareness of his skin brought on by the silk - its making him hard. And that's 
not girlish at all, nor, he suspects, is the fact that he can't resist the urge to sway, just a little, to set the 
skirt moving, slipping back and forth against his cock It's the subtlest touch, almost too subtle to feel, but it 
sends electricity ripping through him like a static charge, building until he must find ground. And find it he 
does, going down onto his knees on the carpet, the rough pile digging in and offering him solidity. He rucks the 
skirt up around his hips, and drags the flat of his hand over his cock, stifling a groan by force of habit. God, 
it's good, its perfect, the way it keeps slipping down his belly and pooling against the soles of his feet, it's like 
someore else is there touching him, not just his own hands (one on his cock, setting up an easy rhythm, the 
other drifting now to rub his nipples) - but when he glances sideways, there he is in the mirror, all alone, 


biting his lip and tossing his hair back out of his face. 


There's the barest sheen of sweat on his face, not enough to make his hair stick, but enough that the light 
bounces off his cheekbones a little more energetically. He sucks in a breath, watching his cheeks hollow. His 
hair is slipping forward again, and he wonders if he ought to grow it long, if it would be pretty like that. It 
might make him look like the girls in the magazines - he likes the ones who let their hair fall into their eyes, 
like they don't even care if they can see, they're paying too much attention to how they feel. Without really 
noticing, he strokes himself faster, and bites his lip again, not so much because he needs to as because he 
likes the look of it, with his chin tipped down, looking up like there was someone to look back. The same someone 


whose invisible hands are making his skin prickle. 


He sits back a little farther on his heels, abs pulling taut under the silk; the angle changes his grip on his cock, 
adds a twist that makes him forget, for a moment, that he wanted his eyes open. He lets his head fall back 
and sideways, resting it against his own shoulder, breathing openmouthed now - the room seems to be 
warmer, all of a sudden. When he opens his eyes again, from that angle, all he can see is his profile, a study in 
triangles. His parted lips are deep blood red. He looks, he thinks, like someone he'd like to fuck Hot enough it 


might be worth getting a second opinion on this lingerie business. 


The thought of someone actually watching him like this, back bowed, kneeling, head thrown back - half of him 
trembles, because it would be so much to give, so much trust. But the other half of him, the stronger half, 
whispers to him: just think what this will get you. 


And think he does, and his hand tightens involuntarily, and his next stroke drags a whimper of surprised 
arousal out of him, and that's hot too, the little rasp in his voice - someone would like that, would like that he 
sounds so bewildered by how good it feels. He does it again, this time on purpose, and again, and again, until 
he's panting, not bothering to control the way his voice cracks, threading through his breath. The note of it 
trembles, rises, drops off, like a guitar with tremolo on and someone pulling back on the strings, and his whole 
body feels like that, like he's under just about as much tension as he can stand and he's being bent just that 
little bit farther, stretched tighter, tuned higher. 


All this time the skirts been slipping, gravity dragging it back to brush his hand and drape around the base of 
his cock. The hem slides, sinuous and cool, against his overheated skin Again, he whimpers, short and sharp; his 
free hand shoves it roughly back up, heaping the soft fabric over the back of his hand, because it's too much, 
it's just too much, that treacherously gentle touch when he's just about on the edge. But he's so close he's 
clumsy with it, and as soon as he pulls his hand free it all falls back down, with a tiny hushing noise like a 
cloud landing. There's silk everywhere, touching him all at once, connecting all the sparking nerves on his skin. 


Short circuit: he groans, jerks bow-tight, and comes over his hand, falling back on one elbow. 

When the spots clear from his vision, he looks up and sees himself in the mirror: sprawled on the carpet, the 
nightgown clinging to his skin, his cheeks and lips flushed, hair tousled, face glowing, eyes half-lidded but so 
bright, so bright. 


This, he thinks, putting the words together slowly, this has serious, serious possibilities. 


Verse Two: Why Don\'t You Do It To Me 


Author's Notes: 
Phil Lewis, ladies and gentlethings. What | said about being doomed. All verse header lyrics are from The Sweet. 


Classy Broad 
Verse Two: Why Don't You Do It To Me 


Youre treating me Ike a playthng 

he had encugh 

So Im callng your bluff 

What are you, A/C or D/C? 

FF thats what you are 

There's a stool at the bar 

H drink up my wine and come with you 


Why dont you do it (do it to me). 


Its Saturday night, and the air is warm, and Phil doesn't feel like having an actual plan. He wants a drink, and he 
wouldn't mind seeing a show, but there's nobody he knows playing and no place he particularly wants to be 
seen at. He thinks about maybe picking up a bird for a little bit of fun, but Phil's not a hunter - more like a St. 


Francis figure. Birds come to him without him particularly having to do anything about it one way or the other. 


The city is content to play host to him and a thousand others like him; he wanders the streets, his hands 
shoved deep in the pockets of his leather bomber jacket, until a snatch of amplified guitar drifts out of a 
momentarily-opened pub door. He listens for a moment. He's not impressed, but he's not unimpressed either, 
and that's rare enough. Whoever the axeman is, he'll do. And the pub is one that Phil knows well enough to 
know he won't get jumped for going in with a woman's blouse on under the leather jacket. (It's white, and it's 
not silk but it feels as though it could be, and the v-neck is deep enough to show off the chain he's wearing. 
He loves it) 


As usual, in fact, the pub has its share of glam boys. Some of them have girlfriends with them; Phil wonders 
how many of the rest of them are the girlfriends. It's all the same to him, just so long as he's understood for 


what he is. 


What he is, in fact, is a man wearing girls’ jeans, because the cut makes his arse look better, and a woman's 
blouse, and underneath the jeans, a little pair of white cotton panties. The denim chafes without anything under, 
and the more delicate fabric seems to get in the way less. It's not as though Phil plans to carry anything in 
his pockets, but the jeans are tight enough already. 


Up on the tiny, ill-lit stage, the guitarist is noodling on, braving a series of ascending licks that would make him 


sound a lot more skillful if Phil hadn't practised the same patterns himself, years ago, often enough to know 
better. Still, it's not unpleasant, and he slots it away as unobjectionable background noise as he heads to the 
bar to get himself a pint. 

There's only one other person at the bar - a leggy brunette with a fairly astounding profile. Phil's fairly sure 
the brunette's a bloke, from the sharp edge of his jawline. Worth staring at, though. He has a very pretty 
little rosebud mouth - it would, however, be prettier without the slightly sour twist to it. He's leaning back 
against the bar, watching the guitarist shake his hair into, and then out of, his face, and if anything, he looks 
less impressed than Phil was. 

Phil watches idly, as he waits for his beer, glancing from one to the other like a tennis match, until he catches 
the brunette looking back at him. The brunette half-smiles, gives a little upward nod of acknowledgement. "You 
here for the show?" 


"Not really," Phil admits. 


"Yeah." The brunette twists on his barstool, turns back to the bar and to Phil. "I thought | was, but not so 


much anymore." 

Phil grins. "Friend of yours, then?" 

"Ive got a band. We was lookin for a guitarist” The brunette takes a long drink "Still are." 
"Yeah, you could do better." Phil eyes the guitarist. "I mean, he's not bad, but." 

The brunette's eyes are suddenly darker, sharper. "How d'you know? You play?" 

Phil does his best to sound casual. "Since | was sixteen 

"Oh, ah?" That's definitely a flicker of interest. "You playin’ with anyone now?" 

| was with Dumb Blondes," Phil says, and sighs. "Dunno about that, it's goin’ nowhere." 


"Oh, I've seen you, then!" For the first time, the brunette actually has a real smile; it's a bit dazzling. "What's 


your name, mate?" 
"Phil" Phil shakes the offered hand. 
The brunette's smile widens. "No kiddin’ - me too. Phil Lewis. I'm the singer with Girl." 


The name rings a bell, although Phil has to dig around a minute to work out why. "Oh, yeah - you had an ad 
out in the last Melody Maker, didn't you? | saw that. So you're still lookin’, then?" 


Lewis rolls his eyes. "Nothin but poseurs. Not a one of them could play a bloody note. Although." His smile gets 
faintly predatory, and Phil grins before he's even finished the sentence. "They was awfully pretty, most of 


‘em, 
"Cut your losses," Phil suggests, taking a healthy swig of his beer. "Start a modeling agency.’ 


Lewis snorts. "Not exactly the showbiz break we was lookin’ for." He leans back against the bar. "No, what we 
had in mind was somethin’ more like an actual workin’ band. Which means we need another guitarist, ‘cos it's 
better with two. Someone with a bit of.. flash." He looks at Phil, his eyes calm and assessing, with just the 


barest hint of amusement. "You know anyone like that?" 

Phil cocks his chin challengingly, but can't keep the smile off his face. "| might” 

"Well, you just let me know, then" Lewis gives him a wicked little smile, then drains his glass and sighs 
dramatically. "I'm bored. You're bored too. And | hate being bored and lonely. You wanna go do something more 
fun?" 


Phil hides his grin with his beer. "What'd you have in mind?" 


‘Oh, | dunno.." Lewis eyes sparkle. "You could take me dancing, buy me a few more drinks, and then try and get 


me bra off from under me shirt in the back seat of the car." 


"Bullshit - you ain't wearin a bra," Phil says cheerfully, and tips the last of his beer down his throat. "You 


probably ain't even got pants on, have you." 
Lewis laughs. "Like you do, with them jeans? Not bloody likely.” 


"Oh yeah? I'll have you know I'm no cheap whore - me mum raised me proper." Phil chuckles. The nearly- 
weightless fabric of his panties is suddenly reassuring on his hips. He loves it when he doesn't have to lie. 


"Yeah, well, mine didn't." Lewis slides an arm around his waist. "And look how | turned out." 


Phil lets himself be pulled in Suddenly this night seems a lot more interesting. "I like how you turned out," he 
admits. 


Up close, Lewis’ smile is even brighter. "So do |, me boy - so do |" He wheels, tugging Phil in the direction of 
the door. "There's a party somewhere that's just waiting for two pretty girls like us. Let's go find it” 


Lewis seems to be just as familiar with the safe pubs, the ones with good music and decent attitudes, as Phil 
himself is, so the hunt goes smoothly. In each place, they stop long enough to suck back some lager, soak up a 
little of whatever's playing, and if there's a dance floor they take it by storm, the two of them competing to 

see who can wiggle the most outrageously. Its fun, it's easy, and Phil's always had good moves. From the 


appreciative catcalls from the girls, he judges that he still does. 


But nowhere is enough fun that Lewis doesn't eventually look at Phil, and by now he doesn’t even have to say 
it anymore: Phil knows the drill, and lets Lewis drag him out into the fresh air. 


He's warm and happy, skin tingling with alcohol and endorphins, as he stumbles after Lewis, down yet another 
city street. Lewis is giggling - he's been giggling for a few minutes, and Phil can't get him to explain why, but 
it's nice to listen to anyway so he doesn't really care. 

Lewis stops, under a streetlamp, and reels Phil in next to him. "Hey," he says. "Hey. | have an idea, Phyllis." He 
giggles again, high and airy, tipping his head back - even in the feeble light from the streetlamp, he's beautiful, 
and he knows it. 


" Phyllis? " Phil says, and grins and leans up against him. 


"Shh. Shut your pretty mouth." Lewis lays an unsteady finger across Phil's lips. "| have an idea. D'you wanna 


hear it or not?" 
"Mm-hm." Phil nods, being careful not to shake Lewis’ finger off. 


"Okay" Lewis smiles, and pulls away from the lamp standard, catching Phil's elbows and moving them just out 


of the circle of light. He leans in to whisper in Phil's ear, "Do you think I'm pretty, Phyllis? 

‘Like a rose," Phil says blithely. 

"You like pretty girls, don't you." There's an undertone of confidence, of laughter lurking just below the surface. 
Phil smiles. "You could say that! 

"You'd never take me home, though" Lewis sounds proud of it. "Which is fine. ‘Cos I'm not letting you." 


His hands slip beneath the bottom of Phil's jacket, brushing the exposed bits of skin where the hem of his 
shirt rises. Phil leans a little further into him. "Oh yeah? Whassat mean, then?" 


"It means, my very dearest Phyllis," Lewis says, running his fingertips over the tiny patches of skin, "that you 


and | are too cool for any of these bloody parties. We're gonna have our own" 

"Are you drunk?" Phil asks, aware that he's addressing the words to Lewis' throat. It's pale. It looks soft. 
" ‘Course | am," Lewis says calmly. "So're you. We're going this way now." 

With a fair measure of grace, he spins Phil around and walks him backwards, off the street and into the 


welcoming darkness of a dead-end alleyway. It's quieter, there, and there's not enough light coming in that 


anyone but Phil can see Lewis back him up against the wall and drop to his knees. 


| want to suck you off, Phyllis." Lewis’ voice is low, but utterly self-assured. "Would you like that?" 


He's beautiful, still, in the gloom of the alley - all elfin features and dark hair that's soft in Phil's fingers when 


he reaches in to cup the back of Lewis’ head and pull him closer. 
"You know | would," Phil says hoarsely. 
"| do know you would," Lewis agrees, and his smile gleams. 


He leans in and noses at Phil's belly, as his fingers slip the button on Phil's jeans loose and tease the zipper 


downwards. His fingertips dart in - then he pauses, and laughs almost silently. "Fuck me. You are." 

Phil grins, though he knows Lewis can't see. "I told you." 

Lewis eases Phil's jeans open, pushing them gently down his thighs to expose the white cotton of Phil's 
underpants. "Nice," he breathes, and runs his fingertips over the growing hardness they conceal. "Are these 
your ‘good girl! pants, sweetheart?" 


Phil shudders, but doesn't try to suppress the twitch of his hips. "Not anymore." 


"Then you won't mind if | do this." Lewis braces himself with a hand on Phil's thigh and leans in, fitting his 
mouth over the fabric and blowing hot air through it, against Phil's cock. Almost instantly, he's painfully hard. 


"Don't - mind - a bit," he pants, through clenched teeth. He lets his hand tighten in Lewis' hair for a moment, 
then makes himself let go. 


Lewis huffs out a laugh, his breath dampening the thin cotton "I like these, Phyllis. | really do. But might | 
suggest.. I'd like ‘em better just a bit... lower." 


"Do it," Phil rasps. "Fuck, just -" 


"Nice girls say please," Lewis whispers, his fingers teasing at the waistband. He drops a light kiss on Phil's 
hipbone. 


"Yeah, well, | ain't a nice girl" Phil squirms. 
‘| like that about you." Phil can feel Lewis smile against his skin. Then Lewis hooks his fingertips in and yanks 
sharply downwards, shoving denim and cotton together to mid-thigh. Phil's cock springs free, released from the 


tight confines of his underpants; Lewis grabs it, and without further fanfare, dives onto it like a starving man. 


Its not the most technically complicated of blowjobs - he's had birds try far more elaborate tricks on him 
before. But by God, it's enthusiastic, and that makes up for it and then some. Lewis sucks cock like he means 


to win a prize for it, and he's beautiful doing that too, just like everything else. Phil rubs the back of Lewis’ 
head with one hand, pressing the other flat against the bricks for some kind of handhold, and lets him work. 


It's a crime to interrupt an artist. 


In five minutes, Phil's knees are trembling. He can hear his own breathing, seeming to echo so loudly in the 
small space of the alley that anyone could hear, could walk past and notice and look in and see them, Phil with 
his hand in Lewis’ hair - just a bloke getting lucky on a Saturday night, that's all. Very, very lucky, he thinks 
disjointedly, staring down at Lewis with his mouth on Phil's cock, rocking back and forth. It's not complicated, 
nothing about this is complicated, it's just a Saturday night like any other Saturday night, and he gives Lewis’ 
hair a warning tug, but Lewis hums around his cock and doesn't pull off, just holds Phil's hips steady with his 
hands and lets Phil come. 


He's distantly conscious of the loss of the warmth and wetness as Lewis sits back on his heels, spits twice, 
and wipes his mouth. Lewis’ clever fingers tug his underpants back up, tuck him into them and settle them on 
his hips, fasten his jeans. Then he stands, leaning in to kiss Phil emphatically on the mouth. 


‘Lovely Phyllis," he whispers. "We got a practice space in the warehouse on Wilton - right by the tracks. Seven 
o'clock Tuesday night." 


Phil leans forward and kisses him back, intending to find his brain and try and say something, but then Lewis is 
gone, out of his arms and around the corner before Phil can remember how to work his legs. So he stays, 
shoulders to the bricks, for a few minutes, looking up between the buildings at the tiny patch of night sky. 


There are five or six stars, glimmering faintly. 


He doesn't really ever make a conscious decision, but at five minutes after seven on Tuesday night he's down 
by the tracks, carrying his guitar case, wearing his nicest pair of high-heeled shoes, and looking at a 


warehouse door; there are guitar noises coming from the other side, and he turns the knob and walks in. 


The little blond sitting on the drum case, with the Gibson on his lap, looks up first, staring at Phil through his 
fringe, eyes heavy with kohl. The bassist and drummer pause in their discussion. Then Phil Lewis leaps down 
from the packing crate he's standing on and flings his arms wide. 


"Ladies!" he proclaims. “This is Phyllis." 
The bassist snorts, but grins, and the other guitarist smiles as Lewis walks round Phil, turning him partway 
with a hand on his shoulder. "And you dressed up for us." He looks pointedly at Phil's heels and waggles his 


eyebrows. "Nice shoes - wanna fuck?" 


"tm not that kind of girl," Phil protests, laughing.along with Lewis’ bandmates, then matches Lewis‘ wicked look 


with one of his own. "At least, not ‘til after rehearsal." 


"Then let's get goin’," Lewis says, and Phil grins, and sets down his guitar case. He has a feeling this may be 
the start of something very interesting indeed. 


Verse Three: Rock \'N\' Roll Disgrace 


Author's Notes: 
How DO you explain the fur coat? And anyone who\'s seen half the pictures of Phil back in the day-there\'d 


have been offers. | apologise to tenderhearted souls in advance, but.. there was no way to do this nicely. Lyrics 


still belong to The Sweet. 


Classy Broad 
Verse Three - Rock ‘N' Roll Disgrace 


Oh, you pont your lps that way 
Do you care what pegle say 
The chicks know what you are 
Wel they thnk youre a star 


Yeah, a rock and rol star, you are 


Rock n' ral 

You're a rock n' rol queen 
Don't you know what | mean 
Oh, you know 

You're a rock n' rol queen 


A young man's dream.. 


"Where the fuck's Phil?" Gerry Laffy doesn't bother sitting up or opening his eyes to ask the question. 


"Buggered if | know," Phil Collen says, "possibly literally." He wanders over and pets Gerry's head. "He said he 
had some kind of meeting. Someone who might come up with some dough." 


"Ah," Gerry says, "well, if he comes back with some then that's all right" 


Its a question weighing heavily on all of their minds. There's no money - there should be money, they're selling 
records and playing shows, but it had come time to cough up for the studio time they were using for their 
second album, and the label said there was no money. Or at least, none from them. All five Girls turned their 
own pockets out, but they're still well and truly in the red. Phil Lewis makes a part-time job of trying his 
magic on what seems like an endless network of people who have more money than they do - which is nearly 
everyone they know, to be fair - but so far they haven't seen more than a hundred pounds here and there. It 


barely keeps them in lager, much less keeps the tape spools turning. 


"Wish he'd hurry up, though," Simon Laffy sighs, and comes to sit by his brother and Phil. 


"You can't hurry magic," Phil chides gently. "Love takes time. If you was givin’ him five hundred quid for a 
blowjob, wouldn't you want it to last at least five minutes?" 


From behind the drumkit, Pete Barnacle laughs. "Why pay for it at all when | can get it free?" 

"True," Phil concedes. He cards a hand through Gerry's hair, spreading it out around his head like a halo. They 
all make jokes about exactly how Lewis is raising money for them, but mostly they're just that - jokes. Stil, 
Phil has to wonder how much of that is really going on. Lewis is damn pretty, and he certainly doesn't have 
too many moral hangups. 

The door crashes open and Lewis waltzes in with a clinking carrier bag and a grin on him that could light half 
of Greater London for a year. "Gue-ess what," he carols, reaching into the bag and distributing dewy bottles of 
beer to his surprised bandmates. 


Phil pops the top off his bottle with his house key, and grins. "How much?" 


"Oh, Phyllis," Lewis says rapturously. "We got ourselves a by-God sugar daddy, no lie. You remember that 


promoter we had booking us for awhile, Norman Wallis?" 

"Vaguely.” Phil sips. 

"Yeah, | know him," says Simon "Quiet bloke, dresses like a chartered accountant?" 

"That's the one." Lewis clinks his bottle against Simon's. "Well, he likes me - likes us - thinks we've got a good 
chance of really hittin: the big time on this new record. He's willin’ to bankroll us all the way. As much as we 
need. We pay him back with our first cheques and the universe is ours, girls." 


Pete whoops, and flips a stick into the air. "Well played, Phill" 


Gerry blinks at Lewis. "I dunno about the finances on that. We're gonna take a bath on it if he's talking interest 


rates." 


"Fuck the finances," Lewis says, and drags Gerry up, twirling him around in a close-hold spin. "I don't care if 


they're awful, they exist, which is a lot more than they did two hours ago." 
Gerry laughs. "That is nice." 
Lewis lets him go; Phil catches him and keeps his arm around him. "So. When do we go back into the studio?" 


"As soon as we can get some time booked," Lewis says. "So let's get crackin’, we'd best be at the absolute peak 


of perfection when we go in there." 


Practice goes well after that, better than usual, buoyed by the newfound excitement of actually having a 


relatively certain future. Phil's on his way out the door, bopping to the beat he's thoroughly internalised and 
happily weaving guitar licks around it in his head, when Lewis grabs his wrist. "Stay a minute," he says, voice 


low. "I got to talk to you." 
Phil sets his case down and says affably, "Anything for our saviour. So what's up, pretty baby?" 


Lewis looks serious, and weirdly, uncomfortable. Phil doesn't think he's ever seen Lewis look uncomfortable 
before, wasn't sure he was capable of it, but there it is. "Look, Phyllis, just - listen to me, hear me out, okay? 


Before you say anything.” 
“All right." Phil nods. "Talk, then" 


Lewis scratches his head. "Look, me and Norman, we got.. we got some history, you know what | mean? | didn't 


want to go to him, exactly, but - never mind that, | done it anyway and it's fine, it is, but" 
"Phil" Lewis doesn't want to look at him. "What'd you do?" 


"Well, you know - okay, everyone knows when we couldn't get a show to save our lives, he'd book us if I'd suck 
him off. Gerrers and Sime know, | never told them but they always knew." Lewis fidgets with his hands. "It got 
the job done, all right? It got us gigs. Not like | cared what it did to my reputation - it was just rumours, you 
know, and it sounded so absurd, so we all just denied it, but there, it's the truth." 


"So what're you sayin'?" Phil scans his face. "If you want my forgiveness, mate, it's not like you need it. You do 


whatever you think you need to." 

"Yeah, no. I's.. not that" Lewis stares at the floor, then looks up, finally, and there's a weird, desperate light in 
his eyes. "I knew he was loaded, right, and | offered him whatever he wanted from me, but he.. didn't want me. 
He said | had to do better than that, for that kind of money, cos he'd had me, and" Lewis swallows. "He said he 
likes blondes, right. Thinks Gerry's a real looker." 

Phil stares at him. "You didnt - are you mad, Simon will murder us all in our sleep!" 

"No." Lewis laughs, a nervous, edgy sound. "No, fuck no, l.. not Gerrers, no. He couldn't" 


It takes a minute for it to trickle down to Phil what he's saying. "Not Gerry. Me" 


"I. [had to promise him something Phyllis. And he's seen you in them high heels of yours, | told him you'd 


wear that and - and pants and a bra, ‘cos | know, | know you look so good like that, and -" 


That's when Phil hits him. Lewis is totally unprepared, and although Phil's fist only catches him a glancing blow 
on the chin, he goes down sprawling. Phil stands over him, shaking with helpless anger; the problem is, he's not 
wrong, he's got the best solution and the only plausible one at the same time, but.. how dare he? 


But at the same time, the thought of Gerry, pretty Gerry on his knees for a stupid businessman - it turns 


his stomach. 


Lewis touches his face gingerly. "I'm sorry," he says bleakly. "I'm - | am, but - what could | do, Phyllis? It's our 
future. | did the best | could" 


"The whole album." Phil's voice is hollow. "He'll finance the whole album, all of it, side costs, the works. And all | 


have to do is show up in black lace and heels and suck him off once." 
"Yeah." Lewis rubs his jaw. "At least | didn’t sell you cheap." 


Phil looks at him, the way he'd look at a stranger who'd just admitted all that. It hardly seems possible. What a 


glamorous life, this rock ‘n’ roll business. 


Then he sighs, and extends a hand. Lewis blinks at it for a moment, unsure what to do, and then takes it and 
uses it to pull himself up. "Thanks," he says, nearly inaudibly. 


"IIl do it," Phil says. "On one condition 
The sudden light of pained gratitude in Lewis' eyes is hard to handle. "What?" 
"That you understand this isn't for you." Phil's face is stony. "This is for us This band. My band." 


"Phyllis." Lewis reaches for him, brushes his cheek with his fingertips - Phil lets him, though he's not sure 
why. 


I'll see you on Thursday," Phil says, and turns away. 


Thursday's practice is undeniably tense. Phil and Lewis barely speak, although nothing that's said is out of the 
ordinary. Except for on the way out, when Lewis whispers to Phil, "He wants you in his office on Sunday 


afternoon. Two, he said." 


Phil just nods curtly. It's not a bad time, actually. It gives him time to prepare, but not so much that he'll 
psych himself out. Not that that seems awfully likely, really, but there's a first time for everything. 


The weekend seems to drag forever. When his phone rings on Saturday afternoon, it's his pal Joe from 
Sheffield, and Phil could practically kiss him out of sheer gratitude: Joe's band Def Leppard is coming down to 
do a show in London and he's trying to drum up a few ringers to plant in the crowd. Phil likes Joe's band - 
they're first-class blokes, mostly, though one of their guitarists has a bit of a mouth on him when he drinks. 
But he's always more than willing to go see them, and especially tonight. 


Def Leppard puts on a good show - they most always do, in Phil's experience, and he does his bit to give them 


a little more crowd noise. They've been having some difficulties with home crowds after making the rounds in 


America and practically being adopted. Still, it's a good night, with a healthy take at the door, and Joe spots Phil 
in the crowd and drags him backstage into the tiny dressing room where his band is relaxing, towelling off and 
starting the night's drinking. It's an atmosphere that makes Phil wonder about his own band, and how long it'll 
take them to be this way again. 


It must show on his face - Joe presses a cold beer into his hands and asks him, in all earnestness, if 
everything's all right at home. Phil looks at Rick and Sav, barely old enough to drink, even, and thinks of Gerry, 


and lies. 


Saturday night goes quicker after that, and Sunday morning comes, one way or another, and Phil finds himself 
staring at the MẸS bag at the back of his sock drawer. He'd bought the set on a whim, blagging the shop 
assistant off with some story about a girlfriend, and worn them once or twice, but it was a little elaborate 
for daily wear. For this, though, it would do nicely. And although he doesn't always like to wear his heels out in 
the daytime, going out on this kind of an errand seems to require walking three-and-a-half inches taller than 
usual. 


The other thing it requires is two stiff vodkas, quickly dispatched, before he gets dressed, and another before 
he walks out the door. It steadies his hands, and his nerves, and the rhythm of his steps, bringing everything 
into line: smooth, never hesitant. 


He has no trouble finding the office block, or the way in, and climbs the stairs to the second floor. When he 
knocks, the door is opened by a secretary, who looks much less interested to see him once she actually gets a 
good look at him and figures out that he is young, broke, and unimportant. He smiles at her anyway. "I'm Phil 
Collen - Mr. Wallis was expecting me?" 


She nods. "Yes, dear. He's in his office, if you'd just step this way." 


She guides him to one of the doors past her desk, knocks twice and opens it for him, indicating that he should 
just go in, so he does. 


Wallis’ office is much like he expected - some framed posters from the Seventies, a couple of tasteful pot- 


plants, an enormous oak desk and a tall, wing-backed rolling chair. The only surprise is the man in the chair. 
Phil had no clear recollection of Norman Wallis, and upon seeing him again, he knows why - Wallis is really 
almost painfully or dinar y-looking. Medium jawline, glasses, thinning sandy hair and a decently-expensive, but not 
bespoke, suit. He looks like somebody's uncle. He probably is. The mental image of beautiful Phil Lewis on his 
knees for this man is half laughable, and half tragic. 

"Mr. Wallis," he says softly. 


"You must be Phyllis," Wallis says. His smile is surprisingly kind. 


"Sometimes," Phil says, and undoes the top button of his shirt. 


"Come here, then. Into the light. | want to look at you." Wallis beckons, and Phil steps forward into the slanted 
sunlight. He knows how he looks - young, slim and blonde, with a touch of kohl around his eyes, a hint of 
blusher on his cheeks, and a rich rose-pink lipstick highlighting his mouth. He's pretty. Not as pretty as Phil 


Lewis, never; but different. 


"Phil Lewis said | would like you," Wallis muses. "He's a clever boy, Lewis is. You are very pretty. You wear 
those heels well." 


Phil swallows, concentrates on the warm thrum of the liquor in his veins, and says, "Thank you.” 


Wallis laughs softly. "Don't be afraid, Phyllis. | won't hurt you. I'm not like that - you can ask Lewis if you like. 
But | would like you to take off your clothes now." 


Carefully, slowly but not too slowly, Phil does as Wallis asks, unbuttoning his shirt and dropping it over the 
back of one of the visitors’ chairs in front of the desk He slides out of his jeans, and though he hasn't been 
asked, he remembers what Lewis said, and steps back into the heels, moving back into the sunlight again. It's 


warm on his bare skin. 


So is Wallis’ palm, as he runs it down Phil's side, breathing out a soft sigh. "My goodness," he says, reaching up 
to touch the black lace edging on Phil's bra Phil forces himself not to move, not to flinch, just to stand there 
and let him touch - it isn't so different from letting a groupie touch him, really, except that he isn't the one 


in control here. 


"You're a classy girl, aren't you," Wallis murmurs, and Phil can't help his slightly bitter smile. "So well-dressed 
- Lewis was right about you. | think you will be worth it" He looks up at Phil, assessing, but still not exactly 
cold. "What do you think, Phyllis? Are you worth all the money l'm paying?" 


Phil doesn't think about it, he just kneels. Now he's the one looking up. "Why don't you find out," he says. 
"| would love to," Wallis says. "You may start by undoing my trousers." 


It shouldn't be hard. He's done this with other men, in other situations, though never quite like this; he's done 
this for Lewis, and he decides to think about it that way. This isn't weird, it's just him and Lewis, just fooling 
around, it's nothing. The button and fly on Wallis! trousers undo easily, and Wallis lifts his hips up so Phil can 


slide them down along with Wallis' underpants, give himself a little room to work. 


If this were Lewis and not Wallis, Phil knows he wouldn't be facing a half-hard cock - Lewis is always quick off 
the draw. But it's no matter. It's not like Phil doesn't know what to do, though. He starts slow, licking and 
teasing. It doesn't take long. Phil's careful about that, too - he remembers his jest to Pete at Lewis' expense. 
Much as he doesn't really want this to take long, this has to be more than even a 500-quid blowjob. He's got 
no reputation to protect, but if he's going to start one he wants to make damn sure it's at least one he can 
be pleased with. 


Wallis is very quiet under Phil's ministrations, which Phil appreciates - anyway, he can tell from Wallis’ hands 
on him if he's doing something right. Wallis is stroking his back idly, flicking the straps of his bra as if to 
remind both of them that it's there. But every so often his hands will pause, as Phil's tongue distracts him. 
Phil begins to make a game of it: see how many times, and for how long, he can make him forget what he's 


doing. 


There is no clock, and he's not wearing a watch, and time late in the afternoon has a tendency to stretch and 
fold like warm taffy. He has no idea how long he's been on his knees, though the dull ache in his jaw tells him 
he's been at it a while. Still, he forces himself to keep the rhythm slow, steady, letting the pressure build, if 
this were Lewis he'd be writhing and tugging at Phil's hair, cursing him for being so steady. The thought 


amuses him briefly, but then he discards it. Suddenly he doesn't really want Lewis in the room anymore. 


Wallis is sweating, now - Phil can feel the dampness on his skin. It's a good sign, and he speeds up a little more, 
just a little. Wallis fingers catch in his bra strap and stay there, half-slack. He shivers. "lm.. I'm going to come 
soon” His voice isn't half so calm as it was, though he still sounds like he's trying to be steady. "I want you to 
swallow. Can you do that?" 


He's done it before. He squeezes Wallis’ thigh and hopes that's answer enough - he knows better than to pull 
off unless he has to, at this stage. Time, and steady escalation, are of the essence. 


Soon the occasional shivers are nearly continuous. Phil sucks him harder, puts some real effort into it - he 


means to make this memorable. 


Wallis threads a hand into Phil's hair. His breathing is heavy, and Phil can tell, even as restrained as he is, that 
he's not far off. It's a snap decision, but Phil wants very much for this to be over - he sucks as hard as he 
can, feels Wallis‘ hand clench in his hair, and lets the other man hold him down as he comes in Phil's mouth 


and Phil swallows quickly, trying to keep from choking. 


Finally Wallis releases him. Phil sits back on his heels, bracing himself on one hand as he catches his breath. 
He's a little shocked to realise he's sweating too, from the effort, but he thinks it must mean he's done a good 
job. 


Wallis has his head back against the cushions of the armchair. His eyes are closed and his face is quite 
flushed; he looks winded, wrung-out, but happy. After a moment he sits up a little straighter and opens his 
eyes, looking Phil square in the eyes. 


"That was wonderful, Phyllis. Thank you. You may put your clothes on again, if you like." 
Phil's knees don't really want to unbend, after so long in one position, but he does his best to stand gracefully 


despite the pain and stiffness, and begins to pull his clothes back on. Behind him, he can hear Wallis refastening 


his trousers, and opening a desk drawer. 


| have something for you," he says, and Phil turns around to see that he's holding out a cheque. "I told Lewis 
I'd only give the money to you. That should cover the first week's booking fees - I'll get in touch with the 
studio to work out the rest." 


Phil tries to say "Thank you," but his voice is so hoarse as to be almost inaudible. 


Wallis smiles anyway. "You're welcome. You earned every penny. And then some." In his other hand, there's 


suddenly a roll of folded banknotes. "This is for you - not the band, just you" 

Phil takes it with fingers that have gone suddenly numb. 

"Buy yourself something pretty," Wallis says softly. "Pretty things suit you. Goodbye, Phyllis” 

"Goodbye," Phil crooks, and lets himself out 

The little secretary wishes him a good afternoon, and he blinks at her - surely it must be later? But it isn't 
The clock on the desk says it's just gone three. He finds a smile for her somewhere and tries not to wobble on 


his heels, all his former grace drained out of him. 


The roll of notes feels like a hot coal in his pocket; he stumbles into the first pub he recognises and pushes 
them across the bar to the rather surprised bartender. "Vodka," he says. “Just... gimme the bottle." 


The barkeep flicks through the notes. "This is a hundred pounds, sir," he says, his tone careful. 
"Is it," Phil says. "Let me know when I've run out." 


The rest of the day passes in fuzzy vignettes: vodka, and more vodka, and buying the entire pub a couple of 
rounds, and more vodka, and some singing, and the bartender trying to hand him change and Phil telling him to 
keep it, keep it all, he doesn't want any part of it, and staggering outside to find that it's gotten dark, and going 
to his knees on the pavement and throwing up in the gutter for what feels like hours. 


He wakes up the next morning, half-on and half-off the sofa, with a weapons-grade headache and a mouth like 
an old sock. He has no idea what's happened to his shoes, but the cheque from Wallis is still folded safely in his 
pocket. 


He calls in sick to work, but he drags himself to practice anyway, dark glasses on and aspirin tin tucked in his 
guitar case. After all he's done to see that they can record, it seems stupid to hold the process up. 


As usual, Lewis arrives late, but he's carrying a big parcel with him. He winces a little, in sympathy, when he 
sees Phil's face, and Phil knows he's guessed the cause. It doesn't matter. 


"Hey, Phyllis," Lewis says softly. "| brought you a little something - it was ten pounds at the charity shop, but 


| couldn't resist.” 


Phil accepts the parcel, and is about to thank him when he gets the top of it open and sees what it is. For a 
moment he's speechless as he lifts it out: it's a fur coat. Not new, not expensive even when it was, but - a 


fur coat. 


He stares at Lewis. Lewis doesn’t look away, but his cheeks go pink. "It.. seemed like the thing," he says, and 


there's so very much guilt in his eyes, and love - not enough, but some. 


Phil slips the coat on. He's not surprised to find that he settles into it as though he was always meant to be in 
furs - a classy broad like him, how could he not be? He knows what he must look like, from Gerry's and 
Simon's smiles, but fuck that, he's earned it. High-class whores get themselves furs - at least he's girl enough 
that he can do that and do it well. Its not a lie, not any of it, not what it says about him, not what he thinks 
of it. And it fits. 


"IIl wear it at the next show," he says, and surprises himself as much as Lewis by leaning in and kissing him 
on the cheek. "Now, let's get to work" 


Verse Four: Don\'t You Know A Lady When You See One 


Author's Notes: 
This is shorter than | thought it would be. But it ended where it ended, and the next part will probably be up 


soon, so no lynch mobs. :D Lyrics are, of course, The Sweet. 


Classy Broad 
Verse Four - Don't You Know A Lady When You See One 


She aint a rich kid 

But fram her head down to her toes she's class 
She never had a 

Good education, but she sure karned fast 
Yeah she sure karned fast 

Don't you know a lady when you see one 
Don't you know a lady when you see one 
Well now you've seen one 

Hey now you've seen one 

Ain't it amazing 

Looks ike a princess, she dont need no crown 
She always made those rags on her back 


Look kke a Dior gown.. 


There's no doubt in Phil's mind that Def Leppard needed him. Joe'd made bitter jokes about "fancy a job, then?" 
for months, but when he'd called to offer again, he'd sounded so worn and tired that Phil knew they'd moved 
to a whole other level, and thought to himself sixpence a day will save the life of this child before telling Joe 
that yes, of course he'd come down and lend a hand. And when he'd finally got there, one look at the shadows 
under everyone's eyes had told him everything he needed to know. These were his mates, these boys, and they 
needed his help, and he strode in, shoulders back and head high, and got dug in to lay down a couple of miles of 
tape. He knew it was good, and it was what they wanted, and just like that, there was a contract on the table 


and it was all for real. 


The thing was, though, he needed it just as bad as they did. By the end of it, Girl was nothing but a horrible 
drain on him. He hadn't realised how much he'd missed walking into a rehearsal space and being greeted happily 
by everyone in it, or hanging out between takes and actually having fun. His sloppy jams with various Leps 
over the years had gotten them used to each other, enough that it wasn't a strain on anyone to have Phil 
around all the time. They could drink together, they could watch a match (despite significantly differing club 


loyalties), it wasn't tense before and it isn't tense now. 


Phil fits right in, really. He always has, even when he wasn't in the band. The only one who ever kept his 


distance from Phil is Steve, and that's Steve - Phil knows him well enough by now to know that he's not 
unfriendly, nor actually as standoffish as he acts. Phil's seen him blitzed off his face, and he's perfectly 
friendly then, if a little apt to fall over. So it's shyness. That never bothered Phil when Steve was just an 
acquaintance, a mate he saw now and then But if they're going to be living in each other's back pockets, Phil 
doesn't want to be tiptoed around. So every chance he gets, he takes a careful look at the cracks in Steve's 


armour and sets about wedging himself into them. 


It takes a while. Phil knows he's got buckets of charm, but he's got to be cautious with it. Steve's perceptive, 
and more than that he's sensitive; Phil only had to see one offhand comment land wrong to know how easy it 
is to hurt him. If he puts it on too thick - if he puts it on at all if its not entirely genuine, Steve will know, 
and will trust him less. It's a balancing act, mostly accomplished by pouring Steve a couple of fingers of vodka 
and telling him every embarrassing, or funny, or wacky thing that's ever happened to him on the road, and 
coaxing one or two stories out of him in return. He's got some good ones, things that have Phil wheezing and 
clutching his ribs, and he smiles more, telling them, and Phil discovers a previously unknown addiction to 


Steve's real smile. 


Round about week two, while Steve is busy recounting how he and Phay managed to move Pete's bed to the 
roof of the hotel without ever waking him, Phil sits back to catch his breath, feeling the stab of a strained 
intercostal muscle, and catches Steve's eyes, and it hits him - Christ, Ive fallen for him, he thinks, or if / 
haven't lm going to. 


"So I'm stood there, just dyin’, tryin’ not to wake him, and he -" Steve's sentence disintegrates into helpless 
laughter and he has to fight to keep speaking. "He's goin’, ‘Steve, shut the window, ‘s cold in here -"" 


He doubles over, slapping his knee and hooting, and Phil flails a hand weakly at him, groaning, "Stop, stop," and 
thinking dont ever. 


By week four, they've progressed to you-show-me-yours-|'ll-show-you-mine embarrassing personal 
revelations, and Steve, who has got most of a bottle of vodka in him, is leaning on Phil's shoulder and telling 


him earnestly about his first big rock show. 

"God," he says, laughing at the memory. "I was sixteen and just about nervous enough to bolt and hide 
somewhere until it was all over, you know? And | thought, I'll just have a drink, I'll feel better, and - by the 
time | got out there, | nearly fell off the bloody stage, | was that drunk. But | did get out there, and that's 


something.” 
Phil pets his head. "Stagefright's a bitch, ain't it" 


"You don't know the half of it," Steve says with sudden intensity. "I'll bet you've never even had it, have you. 
Goin’ out there like you do, like you own the fuckin’ world - you don't know what its like.” 


"Hey," Phil protests. "| get nerves too." 


"Not like mine," Steve says, and tosses back what's left in his glass. "Don't see you drinkin’ to get over it, 


either, do |." 

Suddenly, Phil finds himself laughing, and pats weakly at Steve's shoulder when he shoots Phil a glare. "No, no, 
l'm not laughing at you, mate, no. | - look, | don't drink before shows, right, but -" Steve still looks completely 
unconvinced; there's no help for it but a complete admission. "You know what helps me? It sounds mad, but l'm 
totally serious here. l." He's blushing, just a little; it feels bizarre. "I wear women's underwear. Onstage. 
Offstage, sometimes." 


Steve gives him a long, unreadable look. "You're.. crossdressin\." 


"| got used to it, in Girl," Phil says, and shrugs. "I like the way it feels. It's all - it's soft, right? Feels nice. And 


it makes me feel.. well." He grins. "Sexy." 
Steve shakes his head "Don't fuck with me, Phil." 


‘lm nof" Phil says, and with the nervous laughter rising again, he does the only thing he knows will work: pops 


the button on his fly, and unzips. 


Black satin gleams dully against his skin Steve gapes. Phil just stands, faking calm until he feels it, and lets him 
look 


After a minute, Steve looks up at him: the anger is gone from his eyes, replaced by a sort of gentle 
puzzlement. "Does it.. really help?" 


"Fuck yeah," Phil says. "I feel like an Amazon. Like | could conquer the world” 

"| couldn't," Steve says softly. "I couldn't do that. I'm not. that's, that takes bravery to even do it" 
Phil wants to hug him. "Naw," he says, gently. "Hts just clothing, innit: 

Steve swallows. "Can l.. can | see?" 


"Course," Phil says without hesitation, and skins off his jeans and stands there, in his tight little t-shirt and 
black satin pants. 


For a long time, Steve just looks; Phil fights the urge to pose like a model, knowing it would be funny for him 
but hopelessly awkward for Steve. Finally Steve gives himself a little shake. "Wow," he says. He sounds 
bewildered. "They suit you." 

Phil grins. 


| can see why they'd make you feel good," Steve admits. "| could never. But.. you look good. Real good." He 


hesitates, but finally pushes the word out: "Sexy." 


In all Phil's years of tarting himself up and being flirted with, all of the honeyed tongues that have sung his 


praises, not one compliment has ever made Phil happier. 
And its nice, it's really nice that Steve knows. That Steve understands. 


He tugs his jeans on and settles back on the couch, next to Steve. Then, on an impulse, Phil leans in and kisses 


him on the cheek. 

"Thanks," he says. Just that, it's enough. 

Steve smiles, and his face is unguarded, sweet, shy. "Thank you. For trusting me." 

"I got to trust you," Phil says, and leans against him. "We're brothers, now, ain't we?" 


"Brothers in rock ‘n’ roll," Steve agrees, chuckling, and slips an arm around Phil's shoulders, and Phil thinks how 
very easily he could get used to this. 


Bridge: Give The Lady Some Respect 


Author's Notes: 
| hope, after this, Verse Three makes a little more sense now. Sometimes, all it takes is the right exorcism. For 


Jeanie, the Phil to my Steve. Lyrics are, as always, The Sweet. 


Classy Broad 
Bridge - Give The Lady Some Respect 


Just gve the lady some respect boy 

She dont need your neglect boy 

Do you know that if she were mine 

would gve her same more tme 

Yes its you Im faking to sr 

Listen or you gonna bse her 

Waking up to the truth there 

ust gve the lady what you thnk she needs 
Just gve the lady what you know she needs 
And if you let her get to know you better 


Sheil never kt you down.. 


Phil believes, firmly, that there is no sense in having a best mate if, when one is moving house, one can't 
secure an extra pair of hands to help with the boxes. Besides, it's only fair that someone from the band help 


him out, because if it weren't for the band, they wouldn't all be packing up and moving lock stock and barrel to 


Dublin. 


He and Steve have been shifting boxes all day, but its beginning to look as though there might be an end in 
sight. They've got most of the furniture out of the front room, and all the kitchen, and now Steve's having a 
whack at folding Phil's shirts while Phil bounces up and down on a terribly overstuffed suitcase, hoping against 
hope that he'll be able to do up the zip. 


He's spreadeagled overtop of it, fighting with the zip toggle, when he hears Steve go ".. whoa." He looks up; 
Steve's got his head in the wardrobe, and after a moment he comes out. He's holding Phil's fur coat. Phil hasn't 
worn it, or even looked at it, in years, really. He's tried not to. Its part of his life that he doesn't need, not 
anymore. He should, he thinks, have gotten rid of it ages ago, and seeing it in Steve's hands brings a bitter 


taste to his mouth. 
"Where'd you get this, then?" Steve says, and he looks impressed. "Awfully posh of you, Phil. Real fur and all." 


"Phil Lewis bought it for me," Phil says. "Back in the day. Ten quid, l'm sure, at the Oxfam shop." He's surprised 


at how snappish he suddenly sounds - a crisp viciousness he hasn't really ever used in Def Leppard, but that 


was the way of life in Girl. 

"Phil Lewis?" Steve frowns, puzzled. "Why'd he buy you a fur coat?" 

"Why does anyone buy a girl a fur coat," Phil says, and rolls off the suitcase, heading for the window and 
staring out of it, so as not to have to look at Steve. He clenches his hands on the windowsill and wills this 


conversation to end now. 


"| would think," Steve says, suddenly quite close behind him, "that it's usually because he thinks she'd look 
beautiful in it.” 


Phil turns, and sees exactly what he expected - wanted to see, and dreaded, at the same time. IT shows plainly 
in Steve's face, in the set of his mouth and the look in his eyes, that he knows exactly what Phil did to earn 
the coat, or close enough; that he doesn’t care; and that he's saying what he said for a reason 

"I bet he loved to see you in it," he says softly. 


Phil laughs bitterly. "Im sure he did. Knowin' | was his girl to do with what he liked." 


"Not for that" Steve had been holding the coat bundled in his arms; now he lets it hang free, spilling to the 
floor. "| bet he thought you were beautiful in it" He looks at Phil, slightly sideways. "I think you would be." 


"Maybe." Phil half-smiles, because he loves Steve, he /oves Steve, all the time but even more at moments like 


this. When he is the furthest thing ever from Phil Lewis, when he is nothing but disarmingly honest. 


"Would you wear it for me?" Steve holds the coat out to him. "The way you wore it for him? I'd like to see 


you like that" 

Phil hesitates - but not for long, because its Steve, and he never says no to Steve. 

"Fine," he says, and takes the coat. "Go out in the other room." 

He can see the question in Steve's eyes, but Steve leaves it unasked, and turns and leaves the room. 

Phil lays the coat out on the bed - not much but a bare mattress, really, but they haven't moved that yet 
and it's a surface. Then he takes off his trainers and socks, and then his shirt, and then, slowly, he slides off 
his jeans. He stands in the middle of the room, completely naked, and breathes in and out twice, steadying 


himself. Then he picks up the coat and slips it on in one quick, practiced move. 


The weight of it is so familiar, and the lingering scent of cigarette smoke in the fur, and the way his hair 
catches on the collar. It should be curled, he thinks. Curled and set. 


But it isn't. And its not Phil Lewis waiting patiently in the other room. And he's not wearing any makeup. And 


he can do whatever he likes. 
He ducks his head inside the wardrobe - there is one important thing he's forgotten. One essential element. 


The left one falls over as he sets them on the floor, but he rights it with his toes and steps into them, 
feeling the bones and tendons of his feet readjust to his heels being three inches higher than his toes. It's a 


familiar and passing strain. 


The heels clack on the floor as he steps out, clutching the fur tight around him, and walks into the living room. 
Steve is looking out the window, watching the street, but turns when he hears Phil's footsteps. 


His jaw drops. Phil stands in the doorway, almost automatically shifting to put one hip out, the image of the 
cheap street girl. 


"Well?" he says, almost belligerent. 


"Dear God," Steve breathes. "You... y'look.. Jesus, Phil” He steps forward, close enough to reach out and run his 


hand down the fur at Phil's side, over the jut of his hipbone. "You wore it like this for him?" 
"I wore it like this - when he asked me to," Phil says. The distinction is clear. 

Steve's hand clenches on Phil's hip. "Fuck," he whispers. "How'd he ever let you go?" 

"He never bothered to hold onto me" Phil's mouth tightens. 


He drops his crossed arms, and the fur coat falls open. "I wore it like this, when he asked," Phil repeats, as 


Steve's eyes lock on the skin revealed: a fur coat, and stilettos, and nothing else. 


Steve closes his eyes for a moment, turns his face away, and mutters, "Jesus, Phil. Holy Jesus.” Then he gives 
himself a shake, looks back, and says, with absolute intensity, "You look so beautiful. | can't - | don't know - 
tuck, Phil, you're so beautiful like that" 


Phil meets Steve's eyes, then: nothing but painful honesty, and desire so strong it's nearly removed the 
capacity for rational thought. He reaches up and touches Steve's face, and Steve almost falls forward into the 
kiss. 


Its hard and bracing and hungry, and Steve presses into him so that he moves back, but he won't (can't) let 
go, and Steve pushes him all the way back into the bedroom until the backs of Phil's calves hit the edge of the 
mattress. He falls back, letting his head bounce, and Steve rears up and shrugs off his jacket, shucking off his 
shirt and scarf in the same movement. A moment of fumbling with buttons and he steps out of his jeans and 


shoes, scoots Phil backwards on the bed with a light shove, and comes down on top of him, nestled in the fur. 


"Oh, God, Phil," he whispers, his mouth dragging across Phil's jawline. "I need you, you're so hot like this." 


The sleeves of the fur are wide, and Phil has his arms out of them in a moment, free to wrap around Steve. 


The stilettos clatter to the floor. "I'm all yours," he breathes in Steve's ear. 

"Shit," Steve pants. "| - have you got -" 

"Skip the condom, there's - there'll be lotion or something in the bathroom, | haven't cleared out the cabinet" 
Thinking is too complicated. Steve rolls off him and runs the few steps across Phil's tiny flat. There is a crash, 


as of something falling; Phil doesn’t care. Just as long as Steve gets back right away. 


He returns not even a minute later, already opening the tube of lotion and greasing up his hand. He tosses it 
onto the mattress and climbs back up, pressing Phil down into the mattress and the fur. 


"We're gonna ruin the coat," Steve says. 
"| dont fucking care," Phil says, very, very definitely. 

"I buy you another" Steve smiles, and works a fingertip into Phil, carefully, deftly. 
Phil groans, as Steve stretches him. "I don't need a fucking fur coat! 


He clutches at Steve's arms. It's important for Steve to know that, because Steve, here, like this, fucking him, 


makes him everything that that coat says he's not. 


"Mmm, but | want you to have one," Steve whispers, adding a second finger. "Bin this one if you want, but | 
don't think | can live with never seeing you in one again" He twists his fingers, making Phil jerk and whimper 


underneath him. "Wouldn't you wear one - if | asked you to?" 
"Oh hell,” Phil gasps. "Of course, of fucking course | would, for you." 


Steve leans on his elbow to pet Phil's cheek with his free hand. "You're the most beautiful thing, fuck, Phil, you 


don't even know. Love you like this." 


With every word the coat beneath Phil seems to melt into insubstantiality. When Steve pulls out his fingers 
and pushes into Phil, slowly, everything dragging with the effort to get it absolutely right, its as though it 
disappears entirely, and it's just him, and Steve fucking him, and that's all that matters. 


Steve bows over Phil, trying to stay as close as possible; his hair drags over Phil's chest, following close in the 
wake of his mouth as he leaves a trail of gently clinging kisses. Phil moans as Steve finds one sensitive nipple 
and draws a broad line with the flat of his tongue, up and over it. His hands knead Steve's shoulders like bread, 
and Steve fucks him slowly, so slowly that he barely notices his orgasm building until he's teetering on the 


edge of it, and he whimpers out "fuck, Steve, I'm gonna -" and Steve grabs one sleeve of the coat and wraps it 


around Phil's cock. Four strokes and everything's fur and soft and warm and Steve's panting against his chest, 
breathing hot on his nipple like he'd keep licking it if he could just get his breath back, and Phil clutches and 


arches and comes hard enough to go blind, and Steve pushes in once, twice more, and falls against him. 


Its cold in the room, but Phil's warm, surrounded by fur and Steve. For a minute they lie still, letting 
themselves settle. 


Then Steve drags a hand out from under Phil, and splays it across his chest. "l," he says, still breathless, "owe 


Phil Lewis a thank-you note." 


Phil laughs. 


